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the hare-brained manner which is said to be symptomatic of my
sex. I employ only the scientific rnethod in reaching my deductions and developing my proof.
Down through the ages, one statement has been consistently
true: "Behind every man, there "vas a woman!"
Eve was the
first woman behind the first man. It has been suggested that
Satan also was on hand, but obviously Adam could not keep
Satan behind him, and even if he had, it would be impossible
to determine the sex of Satan by scientific methods. Hence, I
pass on this matter briefly. Nevertheless,
it was Eve's act of
temptation which led to the expulsion from the Garden of Eden,
which led to the development of an ancient society, which led to
the development of a modern society, which led to the development of television.
For this reason alone. rnan should bow in
humility before the shrine of "womanhood."

Old Man
Jane Barbman
FIE rain
came softly and ran in little rivulets clown the
window until it reached the sill anel dropped with a splash.
Here an old man sat stiffly and solemnly watching the storm.
Each drop of rain seemed to increase the pounding of his heart
and the nagging fear in his brain. He had decided not to let his
anxiety show outwardly.
Things like this had never bothered
him before and they wouldn't now. It had all started one spring
day a year ago.
His thoughts traveled back along their worn path, and his
body slumped perceptibly
in his chair. He had been walking
home when some children playing' nearby noticed him and
laughingly ran to him. He had smiled at their merriment and
gone on. But their laughs turned to taunts as they pointed to
his clothes. his hair, and his funny, worn-out shoes. This. then,
had been the first awareness.
As he had gazed at the toes of his
shoes, he had wondered at their shouts. They were not good
shoes. They had never been expensive, and because he had no
overshoes to protect them hom the rain, the leather had begun to
split, and the soles had begun to curl up at the toes. His trousers
were too short, for he had a tall straight figure; his coat was
too short: in the sleeves and not very warm. His clothes had been
eiven to him by his brother, so he had known they would be
too small, but it was useless to argue with his brother.
On that day long ago he had finally become old because of
the taunts and his brother and that persistent little fear. On that
day he had finally realized and understood what his brother was
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trying to do, and the memory of it brought the old man up to
a straight position again.
He turned from the window and surveyed the room in which
he was sitting. It was not gay and cheerful as his wife had kept it.
It was hard for an old man to know what to do. and so he had
closed off all the rooms but the kitchen and sitting roorn.His
brother had been indignant.
His brother was always indignant,
and it was useless to reason with him. And of course it is not
really proper to argue with the person who brings food and
clothing to you. This provision was not necessary,
of course.
Uut again, reasoning was something he left to other people who
liked his brother and thought he was a fine, charitable ma n.
As for himself, he had his garden.
How he loved the garden
and the tender green plants he nursed so carefully. Suddenly 1110re
than anything
else, he wanted the sun 011 his hack and the feel
of the earth ill his hands. Flow sweet it would seem. But that
pleasure was gone. IIe was getting stiff. and though the sun
felt good to him, it was easier just to sit and 110t worry about the
garden.
He again turned to the window.
The once verdant garden
was brown and wet. The dead leaves and grasses lay soggily
near the forgotten
rake. The trees swayed in the wind, and
their branches hung low. The room was growing din! now. It
was hard to make out the outlines of the furniture,
but it was
not necessary;
he remembered
it all. lle always would, even if
they took him away. There, he had said it. There was nothing
hut the rain to hear him. He had thought that perhaps he had
no pride left. He cared little for his clothes or food, and even the
fact that his brother provided for him had ceased to pain him.
After all, that really wasn't necessary.
Ilu t this, this disgrace.
Perhaps they would listen to him just this once. In a few months
he could have a garden again. He would have to make them see
that he couldn't leave.
Suddenly
the old man stiffened.
There was a step on the
porch and a knock on the door that echoed through the closed
morns. Then came the old fear. He was too tired to fight it,
and he leaned back exhausted.
The pounding on the door became
loud and insistent.
Still he didn't move. He looked at his gnarled
hands folded quietly like an old woman's;
once strong and artistic-now
old and rheumatic.
Never to [eel the rich earth.
Never to watch tenderly each plant as it grew straight and tall
to the sun.
Still the knocks came.
A tear rolled on a brown hand, unnoticed. The old man was dead.

